SUN THE ORATOR

tible. His features are cast in a heroic mold but
lighted up with a gentleness of manner which,
at times, is almost womanly in its expression.
There is a magnetic hold about his demeanor that
makes men say of him, "Here is a man you can
trust." One day I took a prominent foreigner
over to call on him, and after leaving the house the
caller repeated, as in an abstraction: "Oh, what
wonderful eyes! He looks right through you!"
Sun does, indeed, have a most magnetic gaze, par-
ticularly when his eyes kindle up in a great glow
and stare out like a lion. His eyes are perfectly
focused, clear, far-seeing, and penetrating; not
with an inquisitive penetration, but with the wide
range depth of the king of the jungle as he takes
in at a glance the whole stretch of the mountain.
And, strange to relate, this man of great activ-
ity has the power of absolute relaxation. Dur-
ing those long, pleasant days we were together, I
often wondered at his ability to remain still, for
he would sit without a movement of the muscles,
in an easy, graceful posture that belonged rather
to an artist's studio than to a hot library on a
steaming Shanghai summer day. His voice is low
and gentle, his emphasis coming rather from his
eyes than from his voice, but every phrase car-
ried through like the tick of a metronome, clean
to the end, with the push of the brain behind
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